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CHAPTER 1:

I don't know what women really think of pornography. I've never actually had a conversation about it with any of the girls I know. I imagine most women watch porn sometimes. I know that some women claim that it's degrading to females, and I suppose that depends on your perspective, but to me pornography has always seemed pretty cool.

I've heard older men talking about how they used to steal a copy of some dirty magazine their dad had hidden in the garage or something like that but I grew up in the Internet age so erotic material has always been rather easy to obtain. I've also heard that porn movies used to be more like "real" movies, with stories and plots and so on, but most of my exposure to adult video has been pretty much a "cut to the chase" kind of thing. Sometimes there's a short introduction to the thing or some "premise," like the babysitter gets caught masturbating and is blackmailed into having sex with her employer, but the fucking is the main attraction and it usually doesn't take too long to get down to business.

Now like a lot of boys growing up seeing sex on screen was just about the best damn thing in the world. I mean, it just looks so fun! It was always easy to watch a video and jack off while pretending to be the stud going to town on some hot little babe. That it is, it was easy until the day I discovered that I would rather jack off while pretending to be the hot little babe.

There was a tremendous feeling of guilt the first time I had that urge but it went away slowly. Well, if not completely went away, it certainly subsided to the point where I could live with myself. In no way, shape, or form did I consider myself gay, but I definitely had to admit that when it came to sexual fantasy I would much rather picture myself as a girl.

At first I assumed I was the only man in the world who felt that way but pretty soon I discovered that it wasn't such an unusual fantasy. Apparently a lot of men have a secret desire to know what it's like to be fucked in a woman's body. Some of them wish they had been born female and some are perfectly comfortable in their male skin. Since it was all just a fantasy I never gave that too much thought. I wasn't a woman and I wasn't going to magically turn into one so there was no point in agonizing over it. That is, until the day I found out about the porn star fantasy camp.

If you're not familiar with the "fantasy camp" concept it usually involves paying a lot of money to hang out with celebrities of a sort while indulging in the appropriate activity of the given camp. At a rock star camp you jam with some old musicians. At a sports camp you play ball with some retired athletes. At porn star camp...well, you probably guessed that you have sex with some veteran porn stars. Only the one I was interested in came with a significant twist.

This particular camp was just for men, or perhaps I should say men who share my secret passion. For a large sum of money you get to take a pill that temporarily turns you into a woman and then get your brains fucked out by a well-hung porn star while the whole thing is videotaped and later edited into a finished product. I realize that for a lot of guys that probably sounds like living hell rather than a dream come true but for me it was definitely an opportunity that I never imagined that I would get. Needless to say I signed up at once.

CHAPTER 2:

I had no reservations about trying the thing once but I did have some trepidation about what I would look like as a girl. As a guy I was never what you would call the athletic type. I've always been kind of small and slender and kind of self-conscious about my appearance. I've been called "pretty boy" a couple of times, and that always bothered the heck out of me. Now I was actually hoping to be pretty, at least for a few hours.

There was some paperwork to fill out, although fortunately much of that had been done online when I registered for the "camp" so for the most part I just sat and waited for my name to be called, after checking in on arrival. It wasn't really a camping situation at all, unlike a lot of other fantasy camps where you spent a week or more, it was really just a one day thing but I didn't care at the moment. It was going to be a very interesting experience, one way or the other, and one day might be all I would ever need to get this whole crazy thing out of my system.

"Fred Hollister?"

"That's me," I replied.

"Would you come this way please?"

I followed a very pretty girl in a short, tight skirt down a hallway and into a little room that looked sort of like a doctor's office, or maybe a barber shop. It kind of resembled both in a way and I would soon discover why.

I was told to disrobe and put on a hospital gown that was provided for me. Then I was instructed to sit in the chair and wait while the pretty girl departed and an older man entered. Whether this gentleman had any actual medical credentials or not I never bothered to find out but he certainly gave the impression of being a doctor, or something like it at any rate.

Apparently the pill I would be administered took about twenty minutes to work to completion but it would also put me to sleep almost immediately. That was sort of reassuring, because I wasn't all that anxious to be awake during any sort of medical procedure, but it also made me a little nervous. I assumed that this wasn't some big scam, but you never knew. They had already gotten my money so there wasn't really anything to gain by knocking me out now. Presumably this was just the way the thing worked so I took the pill and swallowed it down. Sure enough, within a minute or two I could feel my eyelids getting heavy and soon I was sound asleep.

When I awoke it was impossible to tell how long I had been out. I had been in a very deep sleep but a quick glance at the clock on the wall showed me that the twenty minute prediction had been very accurate. Then as my senses began to come back to me I noticed my hospital gown sticking out rather prominently, where once it had laid flat.

"Oh, my God!" I practically shouted in an unrecognized female voice.

I was astonished. I had tits! And they were so much heavier than I had ever imagined they would be. I just figured that they sort of sat there but they were bouncy and alive. My hand shot under my gown and discovered strange folds of flesh where my cock and balls had been only minutes before. I was still slightly sleepy so I wondered whether I was dreaming, but the doctor fellow assured me that I wasn't.

My vital signs checked out and the doctor departed. Another pretty girl entered, although she was more casually dressed than the other one.

"Hey, you turned out pretty good," said the girl in a perky voice of appreciation.

"Did I?" I asked.

"Come take a look."

I got up and went over to the area that I thought had looked like a barbershop. Of course that was my male brain thinking. Now I could see it was more like a beauty parlor. Basically it was a makeup table that could have been used by males or females but I got sort of excited at the idea of getting a "makeover," even if I had nothing made up to redo.

Sitting in another chair I got to see myself in a mirror for the first time and I actually gasped out loud.

"Is that really me?"

"That's you sweetie. Isn't it awesome? Now it's my job to make you look even prettier than you already do, but fortunately there's a lot there to work with."

The girl, who I discovered was named Carol, had been doing makeup for porn and for other types of modeling shoots for several years. She was very upbeat and talked a lot while she went to work on me cosmetically. It was fascinating to watch the transformation in the mirror. Each little thing Carol did seemed subtle while she was doing it but it all kept making me look better and better.

"Your short hair looks pretty cute and I can probably fluff it up a little but a lot girls prefer wearing a wig or hair extensions at any rate," said Carol.

"What do you think?" I inquired.

"I think I'd go ahead and just rock the short hair. You won't be worrying about the wig falling off if things get a little rough," Carol replied.

"Do things get rough?"

"Only in a good way, baby. Only in a good way," Carol chuckled.

Next it was time to select my "wardrobe" although I figured I wouldn't be wearing it for very long. I went with lingerie, because it always looked so sexy to me, and I wasn't disappointed by my choice. It took a little while to get all the various bits and pieces on but I felt so wickedly sexy once I was dressed that it really boosted my confidence.

It was kind of a turn on getting dressed by a girl as cute as Carol and I wondered whether that made me a lesbian. For a moment I actually worried that I wouldn't be willing to go through with this thing once I saw a naked man but that fear passed pretty quickly. Looking like this I was ready for anything...I hoped.

I had chosen Julie Diamond as my "porn de plume" because I knew a girl in 7th grade named Julie who was just the hottest thing I had ever seen. She was way out of my league and I used to be so jealous of her popularity, which was based almost entirely on the way she looked. She wasn't the brightest kid in the class or especially congenial but she had that "something" that attracted attention and she knew it.  I was always kind of shy and self-conscious and tried to avoid attention as much as possible out of fear of rejection or ridicule but Julie knew she was hot stuff and didn't hesitate to flaunt it. I kind of hoped she was fat and ugly by now but figured that was pretty unlikely and rather mean of me. Right now I was getting a taste of what she must have felt like because I felt like pretty hot stuff myself.

As for Diamond I chose that because, well, they're a girl's best friend, now aren't they? It sounded sparkly and glamorous and that's what I wanted to be right now.

Carol took me to the "set" which was basically a bedroom with some movie lights hanging from the ceiling. I don't know what I pictured but I think I always imaged something more like a big Hollywood production but I knew that was ridiculous. There was a director, named Al, and a cameraman, named Jerry, and that was about it for the crew. Jerry would be shooting with a hand held camera and there was another camera on a tripod that would be capturing the whole the thing in a wide shot and the setup appeared about as simple as you could get.

There was one other person in the room who I had actually tried hard not to stare at but it was pretty difficult to take my eyes off of him. This was one of the "stars" of the fantasy camp, although I'm ashamed to admit that I didn't recognize him. Standing off to one side, wearing nothing but a towel around his waist, it was pretty obvious that he was to be my partner. I certainly wasn't disappointed.

Perhaps being kind of small in stature myself I tended to find well-built men in porno to be very appealing to me. I was never going to be the dude with a ripped body who got to date chicks like Julie from the old school, but maybe I could at least get fucked by a guy like that sometime.

This stud was named Brent Brentwood, and he was probably in his late 30's, but he obviously worked very hard to keep himself in shape. Apparently he was nicknamed "the jackhammer" and I was wondering whether I would find out how he got that name.

"Okay honey...ah...Julie...just sit on the bed over there and look pretty. That's it. Very nice. Very nice outfit you've chosen," said Al as he positioned me on the bed. "Now we're just going to talk a little and get you nice and relaxed and then we'll get on to the fun stuff."


CHAPTER 3:

"Hi! I'm Julie Diamond and I'm 24-years-old and this is my first time doing anything like this and I'm really excited!"

I was really excited and my voice seemed to pitch even higher than before but I couldn't help it. I was excited...and nervous as hell.

"What kind of men do you like sweetie?" Al asked from off camera.

"Well...I think I like men with nice bodies. You know, kind of muscular," I replied shyly, actually blushing for the first time in my life.

"You're in luck then honey because we've got someone right up your alley who can't wait to get in your tight little snatch. How does that sound? Does it make you wet?"

"Uh huh," I replied instinctively as I touched myself and discovered that I was indeed wet between my legs.

"Let's pretend Brent is your boyfriend and he's just come out of the shower. You've made yourself look all pretty for him. Now show him how much you want him," Al instructed.

I didn't bother to point out that Brent was completely dry, Al did say I should just pretend, so I put my silly thoughts of logic behind me and tried to strike a sexy pose on the bed. A moment later Brent appeared and stood next to the bed, still wearing his towel, and I almost fainted when I looked into his eyes for the first time. My heart was racing a mile a minute. This couldn't be happening...but it was! What the hell was I doing here in this situation?

"You're looking especially hot tonight baby," said Brent, snapping me back to my senses.

"Thank you," was all I could think of in reply.

"You want some company in that bed?"

"Oh yes...but you can leave the towel," I said, improvising on the spot.

Brent grinned and let the towel fall to the floor. Once again my head started to spin and I'm sure my mouth actually fell open as I stared at his rather massive cock. He wasn't even erect yet but I could see what a big boy he was. I had seen naked guys in gym class and whatnot and many of them seemed very large compared to me, but I had never seen anything quite like this in real life, and certainly not in this kind of a situation.

As Brent climbed on the bed next to me he took charge of the situation, which was just fine by me. He started by kissing my neck, which I found surprisingly erotic for some reason, while his hands roamed about my body at will. I knew that things were being unhooked and unfastened but I wasn't really conscious of it all. I just knew that I was kissing Brent on the lips while my hand stroked his ever hardening member. It was all just happening so fast.

Suddenly I was aware that my boobs were exposed and Brent was sucking on my nipples and giving my jugs a good squeeze, here and there. I ran my hands through his hair and moaned softly.

"Oh, that's nice...very nice and romantic," called Al from somewhere in the distance. "Now give her a taste."

Brent got on his knees on the bed and his huge erection seemed like a skyscraper to me. It suddenly dawned on me what I was supposed to be "tasting" and must have gotten a look of panic on my face because Brent leaned over and whispered.

"First time giving head? That's okay. Just take your time and lick it a little. I won't shove it down your throat or anything."

I felt somewhat relieved by that. Perhaps a lot of the "girls" at this camp were used to sucking cock in their real lives but I wasn't one of them. It was intimidating but I was surprisingly horny. Following Brent's suggestion I started to lick him and that made me feel more comfortable about the whole thing. Pretty soon I resumed stroking his shaft, as I had been doing instinctively before, and I thrilled to the feeling of heat in my hand and the sensation of his dick pulsating.

7th grade Julie would never have sucked my cock in a million years but Julie Diamond was doing the sucking now and I wasn't going to miss out on this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. I opened my mouth and let a bit of prick slide in. It was big, but it fit a lot better than I had been expecting.

Holy shit! I'm giving head, I suddenly thought with a mixture of pride and terror. Of course I had seen blow jobs in videos millions of times and knew what it looked like but it's quite another thing when you actually have a cock in your mouth.

It had always looked kind of exciting but scary too. I wasn't really used to having such a large object going down my throat. At the moment I wasn't taking it too deep but I was definitely willing to try just about anything at that point. My juices were really flowing and I was feeling deliciously wicked.

Sure, I had a man's cock in my mouth. I was really a man. I probably should have been freaked out by the thought but it didn't bother me at all for some reason. The pretty boobs sticking out from my chest and the wet gash between my legs probably had something to do with that. If I had suddenly turned back into a man at that instant I probably would have stopped sucking, but who knows? Maybe I would have wanted to suck this guy off anyway. He was incredibly hot and had just the kind of body that got me horny.

I didn't have a tremendous amount of time to contemplate the subject because I was soon repositioned. More of my clothing was removed and I was suddenly sliding down onto Brent's massive stick.

Boy, it filled me up...but in a really good way! It had all happened so fast I hadn't had time to think about the fact that I was getting my pussy penetrated for the first time but now that it was happening I just let out a moan and tried to enjoy the ride.

Brent looked very comfortable and content as he folded his arms behind his head and grinned at me broadly.

"Feels good, doesn't it baby?"

"Oh, fuck yes," I grunted in reply.

"You just ride that big cock as long as you want."

It must be nice to have that kind of confidence...and stamina, I thought. Of course he was a professional and not a scared teenager, fumbling around in the backseat of a car, like I was the first time I tried to have sex with a girl. Not being very big I had to really maneuver to get into a position where I could do any sort of real penetrating, and the car wasn't the ideal location for that. Once I was in it was pretty much a done deal and I blew my wad in a matter of moments. The girl was nice enough but I could tell that she was disappointed. I've often wondered how many times she had told that story to her friends and laughed about it.

None of that mattered right now because I didn't have to do anything but bounce up and down. Again the "liveliness" of my boobs kind of surprised me as they were really bouncing along with me at their own pace and velocity. Fortunately they were part of my own body and not just something glued on because I don't think they would have handled all that vibration well.

Then I was on my knees with my face buried on the top of the bed as Brent got behind me and sort of hunched over my backside. I tried to see what was happening back there but it was pretty hard to do so I decided to wait for the video and just concentrate on whatever was going to happen to me next.

What happened to me was what I must have known would happen all along. At some point the "jackhammer" would come into play and it appeared that now was the time. It was a perfect description because Brent was humping me with so much power and speed that I felt like I was going to be driven through the mattress!

"Oh, oh, oh," I started to cry.

It wasn't crying, like from being sad, and they weren't exactly tears of joy either. It was more like an involuntary reaction, like coughing or something. Or maybe a little like the nervous laughter you sometimes hear in an awkward situation that isn't remotely funny. My cries just intensified as the jackhammer pounded away mercilessly but I wouldn't have wanted him to stop for anything.

"I'm going to pop. Where do you want me to do it?" Brent said in a remarkably steady voice.

"Where do you want him to cum, sweetie?" asked the director.

"Ah...on my tits?"

"Flip her over and let Jerry get into position," Al ordered.

I was now lying on my back with Brent straddling my stomach as the cameraman got ready for the "money shot" as it was known in the business.

I squeezed my boobs together and stared up at Brent's throbbing member as it began to spurt hot white goo onto my chest. Maybe I should have gone for a facial, I thought, as I wondered what that creamy stuff actually tasted like, but for the moment I was happy enough just to rub some of it around my tits.

"Can I lick him?" I suddenly blurted out as Brent was just squeezing the last drops out.

"Sure thing, baby. Go for it!" called Al.

I propped myself up on one arm and took his spent member in my free hand. Then I began to lick every bit of moisture I could find from his gleaming tool. He was still quite warm to the touch, and sticky on my lips, though I couldn't really get a good idea of his taste.

"Okay, that's a wrap," called Al happily. "Great work honey. You're a natural!"


CHAPTER 4:

Everybody was very complimentary and encouraged me to come back and do it again sometime, but of course that was how they made their money. It wasn't likely that they were going to be very critical of any paying customer. Once the video was online I'd probably get a more objective viewpoint.

"So I guess you've been officially jack hammered," said Carol with a smile as she helped me put my costume away and wiped the makeup off my face.

"Good name for that guy," I replied.

"He's a real stud, that's for sure, but a nice guy too. Very professional. Never messes around with drugs or anything like that. I'd say you're a pretty lucky girl to have been partnered with him for your first time."

"That was so much fun!" I gushed.

"Good. That's what we're here for."

"So do people ever get cold feet?" I asked.

"Sometimes, but not as often as you might think," replied Carol. "It usually passes pretty quickly. Most people wouldn't be here if this wasn't something they really wanted to do."

"I can understand the nervousness, but man, is it ever worth it!"

"I have a feeling we'll be seeing you again. If you let that hair grow out just a little there's a whole lot more I could do with it. Just something to think about if you're considering another go."

The transformation back went pretty much the same way as the first process and soon I was returned to my old body and dressing in my male clothes. There was a bit of a relief that I was back to normal, since the whole concept seemed pretty weird to me, but I also sort of wished that I could have stayed a girl a little longer. Everything had just sailed by me in sort of a blur. It would have been nice to have a little more time to adjust to the situation.

In many ways it hardly seemed real. It was like some great virtual reality thing, which in a way I guess it was, except that on some level I knew it had all actually happened. I, Fred Hollister, had just sucked another man's cock...and then some. Yet I wasn't Fred Hollister at the time, I was Julie Diamond, novice porn actress. Could I really be both people? That was kind of confusing. I certainly wasn't in the same body when I was Julie, but did that process do anything to my brain as well? Was that instinctive desire to have a cock inside me Fred's dirty little fantasy playing out or Julie's perfectly natural female impulse?

Whatever the situation was this experience had lived up to all my expectations, and more. After all of that daydreaming about being a beautiful young woman being serviced by a big stud with a hard body it was incredible to realize that it had actually happened.

The fact that there were other people in the room surprisingly didn't bother me in the least. If anything I think it sort of added to my excitement, which was strange in a way since I had always been such a shy person by nature. Of course a lot of that shyness probably stemmed from the fact that I didn't feel really great about my physical appearance as a man so the transformation into something I viewed as more attractive and desirable no doubt gave me a boost of confidence. On the other hand it was more than just suppressing my shyness, it was sort of like an exhibitionist streak in me that I never imagined existed. As Julie I didn't just not mind being naked in front of strangers, I relished the opportunity.

Which brings me back to the question of how much of me is really there inside Julie? With a different body and voice and name it was very easy to almost forget who I really was yet I never totally lost track of Fred. The voice in my head was still male even if the sounds I made were decidedly more feminine.

I was anxious to see the finished video when it was posted to their website. I wondered how I would react to seeing myself in such a raw and explicit state. I thought the shoot went well but what the hell do I know about being in a porn video? I might look like a total idiot for all I knew. One way or the other I wouldn't have long to wait as they turned the "product" around very quickly and soon I was seated in front of my computer watching myself sucking cock.


CHAPTER 5:

It was a very strange thing to watch the video because I knew it was me, I recognized the situation from having been there, but I was seeing it from a totally different vantage point and I was seeing myself as an entirely different person. Talk about an out of body experience!

I don't want to sound conceited but I really loved the way I looked in that sexy lingerie. I think I definitely make a much better-looking girl than guy. Not the hottest chick in the world, by any means, but kind of cute and sassy.

Seeing myself getting boned by a dude, while I was sitting there watching it as a man, was much easier to handle than I thought it might be. I was definitely getting aroused. I suppose some of that was due to the fact that I was viewing my own exploits and seeing Brent in the video brought back many pleasant memories. Still, all in all, I think it was a decent little bit of "gonzo" pornography.

Apparently other people did too because it was already getting some very nice ratings and comments, despite having only been posted for a short time. This was great for my ego but it was even better for my hopes of a return trip to the camp since online "popularity" brought the perk of reduced rates.

Did I really want to do it again? Hell yes! I had pretty much resolved in my mind to return, even at the full price, but having a discount would make it much easier to do in the near future. As a once-in-a-lifetime experience it certainly did the job of fulfilling my deepest erotic fantasy, but it was also probably the most fun thing I had ever done and I was anxious to do it again. It would probably get boring pretty quickly, I figured, as there were only so many ways you could fuck and so many holes you could stick things in but it might be a kick for a while at least.

I was kind of sad that I couldn't really share this with anyone. Here I was in this hot sex video but I didn't want to admit to anyone I knew that I had done something like this. I was sure that they would immediately jump to the conclusion that I was gay, which would be a fairly logical conclusion considering the way I'm squealing with delight while a guy jackhammers my butt. How could I explain that I'm only attracted to men while being a woman? Well, that's not exactly true. I guess you could say that I'm attracted to men while thinking of myself as a woman, whether I look like one at the moment or not.

Perhaps that distinction shouldn't have bothered me one way or the other but it still did. It's nobody's business who or what I'm attracted to but old habits die hard. I've spent a lot of years trying to "prove" my masculinity so I was reluctant to throw that all away over a little fantasy.

I wasn't really a woman and I wasn't likely to ever become one. I had never once considered any sort of a "sex change" thing or had the slightest desire to dress up like a girl and go out in public. Perhaps I would have been happier had I been born female but I might have been happier if my parents were filthy rich or if I had been born with a great singing voice or something. It's always easy to imagine a "better" life that you might have had but I've always tried to make the best of what I've got.

But this fantasy camp kind of messed with the rules. For the right sum of money I could be female, and attractive to boot. And it looked like I might even be able to be more popular. I was transfixed by the positive feedback that video was getting. Total strangers all over the country, hell, all over the world, thought I was sexy! Instead of being embarrassed or offended by the lewd things they were writing about me I was thrilled. That was kind of the whole idea of doing a porn video, wasn't it? To turn people on. Get them aroused. Help them get off. It almost made Julie Diamond seem like some sort of erotic superhero in a way. She was an amazing alter ego who could do things that I would never, or could never, do.

Having determined that I would return to the fantasy camp I decided to do a little homework. There were a number of male stars listed on their "roster of talent" so I thought I would take the time to look them all up and try to become familiar with their work. You weren't guaranteed which of these men you would be paired up with, just that it would be one of them, so I decided to study them all.

Most of them seemed to be from a slightly earlier generation, which wasn't surprising at all considering most fantasy camps have a nostalgia element, and I guessed that good paying jobs in the adult video business were probably harder to come by these days with so many free sites and homemade videos saturating the Internet. Some of these dudes had been in some pretty big budget productions where they played characters with dialogue and there were stories in between the sex scenes. It almost seemed kind of sad that they were banging men who temporarily turned into chicks for a quickie, but hopefully they were being well-paid for their efforts. I had no idea how long a career the average porn star had but I was guessing it wasn't too long. It was probably a lot like being a professional athlete. A few people hung on into their 40's but for most a ten year run would be a decent career.

It got me kind of excited to know that one of these men would be putting his dick inside me soon. I don't know why I didn't do this research before going the first time but I just didn't. I glanced at the pictures of some of the guys but I wasn't focused on that. I was mainly interested in what I would look like and how I would feel.

When I first gave myself "permission" to have transgendered fantasies I started out only watching girl-on-girl videos. That seemed safe enough and not a big threat to my masculinity but eventually I moved on to girl and guy stuff. I liked to picture myself being the girl but I didn't give the guy that much thought at all. He was kind of just a prop, like a living dildo I suppose. I watched videos for the girls I wanted to be like. Now over time I developed a certain "type" of man that I enjoyed seeing in a flick but it was never a major concern. Now that was changing in a big way.

Here I was watching videos for the guy, not the girl. I didn't have to pretend to be the female anymore, I could actually be her. I now knew what my female self looked like. And more than that I knew that I would be going to bed with one of these dudes in the future, or maybe more than one if I kept getting good ratings.

That was a really strange thing to process in my brain. Who did I want to fuck and why him in particular? What made one man more attractive to me than another? A Hard body? A big cock? Lots of hair? No hair? In their own way I suppose I found all of them kind of attractive. At least there was no one in the collection that totally turned me off. I figured I couldn't really go wrong with any of them, not that I had the chance to select my partner anyway.

So I had gone from thinking of myself as a totally straight guy to a man who had a secret fantasy to know what it was like being a woman, to a total horn dog jacking off to videos of naked men and anxiously looking forward to being boned by any one of them. Life does take some strange twists and turns sometimes I guess.

After a few weeks my video was still going strong and I got a discount email that brought the price down a bit so I debated whether to let it ride a little longer and see if I got a better discount or just go ahead and sign up for another session. I didn't debate all that long. I was ready for cock so I signed up for another tour of duty right away.


CHAPTER 6:

"Back so soon?" asked Carol with a sly grin.

"Yup. Couldn't stay away," I replied as I prepared for my hair and makeup magic to happen.

"Good for you. We like to see happy campers around here."

"Do you know who I'm going to be working with today by any chance?"

"Sure. Marco Rimaldi is working today."

By now I was quite aware of who Marco Rimaldi was. It didn't really sound like a porn name to me but he was also known as the "Italian Stallion" which seemed quite appropriate given his dark, handsome looks and the horse cock he was sporting between his legs. He had a really sexy European look, with wavy hair and a perpetual stubble beard in all the videos I had seen him in. I liked all of the guys I had studied but I found Marco especially attractive.

"Yummy," I replied as I literally licked my lips.

"Yes, he is pretty yummy...for a guy," Carol chuckled.

"You're a lesbian?" I blurted out in surprise.

"No, I swing both ways but I do tend to favor girls I suppose. It's usually less complicated and we kind of know what we're after without as much fanfare and hoopla."

My mind was spinning. I thought Carol was incredibly pretty from the moment I first laid eyes on her but just assumed that she was straight. All kinds of erotic fantasies popped into my head as I tried to picture what it might be like to have sex with the makeup girl. Well, there was really no time for that kind of daydreaming at the moment. I needed to get myself ready to ride the Italian Stallion.

This time I went for a long, sheer nightgown kind of a thing with nothing under it. It sort of fastened at the waist and would be pretty easy to remove without too much bother. The fabric felt so slinky and soft and wonderful against my bare skin and I liked the way you could sort of see everything through it but not quite. Lingerie was definitely a big upside of being female I thought.

The bedroom looked pretty much the same and the scenario was very similar, except that Marco was wearing a bathrobe instead of towel and I greeted him at the door instead of waiting for him in bed.

Marco looked even sexier in person. He was a bit older with a hint of grey in his beard, but that only made him all the hotter. Marco did most of the talking as he took me in his arms and we began to kiss. I found his accent to be quite a turn on and the kissing was extremely pleasant.

"Take that off and let me look at you," Marco suddenly commanded.

I was a little surprised by the abruptness of the demand but I dutifully stepped back a few paces, unfastened the gown, and let it fall to the floor as slowly as I could.

"Now turn around," Marco instructed.

It was just some silly role playing in a fake porno shoot but I think I felt a little tingle of excitement by the way Marco was taking command. Of course he was going to fuck me. He was getting paid to fuck me but I still felt like I was being examined and wanted his approval very much, even if it didn't make any sense.

"Bend over and grab your ankles," said Marco.

It wasn't the most comfortable thing in the world to do but I did it and held my position as Marco came over and began to fondle my butt. I could feel his fingers toying with the lips of my pussy and then a finger slipped into my tight asshole. I let out a slight gasp and Marco slapped my rump, rather hard.

"You're very pretty...but are you obedient?" asked Marco.

"Yes, sir," I replied, while still clutching my ankles.

"Good. You must do whatever I tell you. Now go lie on the bed and pull your legs back as wide as you can."

I did as I was told and fond that my female body seemed to be much more flexible than my male one. I felt like I could practically fold myself in half. Just lying there with my legs open like that was an incredible turn on.

Marco came over and stood at the edge of the bed while he slowly took off his robe and tossed it on the floor. I already knew the guy was hung but seeing it in person and knowing where it was about to go was more intimidating than I had expected.

Cocks were still kind of new and mysterious to me. I know that sounds odd coming from a man who has had a cock all of his life, but I had only really considered the thing from a purely personal standpoint. I knew my dick wasn't very big and certainly wished that it was bigger, since that was supposedly a sign of manhood or whatever, but I hadn't really given the penis much thought until recently. Now it seemed to be on my mind all the time.

Just like the overall attractiveness of a man I still wasn't sure what made one cock look better to me than another but I knew that they did. Size kind of jumped out at you but there were other elements at work. Bulgy or smooth. Skinny or fat. Circumcised or uncircumcised. Some dangled off to one side or pointed straight up. I found the "banana cock" kind of cute and probably practical the way it sort of curved up but I wasn't an expert at all yet. I just knew that I liked looking at cocks and liked feeling them and yes, even liked tasting them. I figured there was a pretty good chance I was going to be doing a lot of all three things this afternoon.

Marco grabbed me and yanked me over to the edge of the bed, all the while my legs were still bent up by my head. I felt slightly like a sack of potatoes but it didn't bother me. He had been stroking his member for a time and was nice and hard by this point so it was probably just a matter of moments before I would receive his first thrusts.

He entered me rather slowly, and let the whole length of his gigantic phallus slide up inside me wickedly. Then he slowly retracted it, but not all the way out. This process continued for some time and it was in marked contrast to the violent jack hammering I had received from Brent or even my enthusiastic gyrations the first time I took a cock in my pussy while being on top.

I felt more exposed this time, and not just because I was totally naked instead of wearing bits and pieces of lingerie. My pussy was so open and on display in this position and I could glimpse Jerry moving in for a tight shot of my muff as Marco slowly drilled into my deepest, darkest regions. Just how big was my pussy anyway? It seemed to take forever for Marco to start at the opening and probe all the way inside.

It sort of felt like I had all these little switches inside me that kept getting flipped on each time his cock passed over them. They seemed to be sending tingly charges of electricity throughout my body and it was an amazing thing to feel.

From time-to-time he sped up a bit but then always brought the tempo back down again if it seemed like I was getting too aroused. He was playing me perfectly and I was almost in a trance.

The rest of the session kind of went by in a blur. Marco was alternating between being romantic and gentle and very demanding and forceful. I was twisted into some very unusual positions and got spanked more than once, even if I felt like I was trying to follow his orders to the letter. I got finger banged in the ass pretty aggressively but he never put his cock in, which was probably just as well because I'd never had anything up there and he was so huge that I don't see any way that it wouldn't have hurt like hell.

When he finally "let" me suck his cock I felt like it was the greatest privilege in the world and I devoured it ravenously. Big, though it was, I wanted it in my mouth badly and took as much as I could possibly handle, plus maybe a little more. I had decided from the beginning that I wanted to get a facial for the money shot so the blow job was the final sequence of the day.

I was on the floor on my knees at this point with my mouth wide open and one of my hands jerking away at the Stallion's pole as hard and as fast as I could. In a lot of the videos I've seen the girls just wait while the guy strokes himself but I wanted to be the instrument that triggered his ejaculation. With professional expertise Marco was soon spraying my face with his hot and sticky goo. Since I was holding his dick I was also controlling the aim of the spray but it took me a couple of adjustments to get the stuff into my mouth, even with my tongue sticking out like a dog panting in the heat.

I have no idea how many times Marco had already cum that day or would have to cum before the day was over but he sure seemed to pack quite a load. My face was covered and dripping with semen and I had already swallowed a healthy amount of it as well. As he finished I pulled him back into my mouth and sucked some more. I can't really explain why that was such an incredible turn on to me but it was. Licking his sticky dick as it began to slowly begin the transformation back to its normal, flaccid state was pretty damn awesome.

What did cum taste like? Hell, I'm not sure how to describe it. It wasn't so much a flavor but a texture. Maybe a little like plain yogurt I guess. All I know is that it tasted like a man to me. A man I had just made cum. Call it silly, but I kind of felt proud of myself for swallowing his jizz. I know it's not like solving all the world's problems or anything but it was kind of a personal victory for me. I'd always been curious, but frightened at the same time. I was afraid I'd gag or choke or start coughing or spitting or something but I took it down like a pro. I'll bet a lot of girls haven't swallowed that much cum on just their second sexual experience ever.

I guess you think some pretty crazy thoughts in a weird situation like this. There wasn't really anything to be proud of. I had just had sex, like billions of other people have done before and will do in the future. Still, just being in this body was new and exciting to me and discovering what I was capable of doing, or having done to me, was thrilling beyond measure.


CHAPTER 7:

I was a hit. There was no doubt about it. My second video was even more popular than my first and I was developing a pretty big list of followers who were anxious to see me in action again. It was kind of weird to me that everybody knew that all of the "girls" on that website were actually men in real life yet it didn't seem to bother anyone. In that world I was Julie Diamond and they were perfectly happy to think of me as female. Hell, maybe they even got a kick out of knowing that we were all crazy body swappers. No never know what will turn a person on.

It made me wonder how I would feel about all of this if I actually was female. It was hard to imagine that I would have ever contemplated making adult videos if it weren't the only way I could live out my secret fantasy. If I had been born female I probably would have experienced sex like anyone else. I would have gone on dates and had boyfriends and maybe ended up with a husband. There wouldn't have been any reason for me to want to be a porn star that I could think of. Now it seemed like just about the coolest thing in the world you could be.

Of course there were some haters, too. One person said my short hair made me look like a "bull dyke" and another guy complained that my tits weren't big enough, as if there was something I could do about that, but on the whole the comments were very complimentary. It stoked my ego to no end. I'd never won any popularity contests before but I felt like the freaking homecoming queen these days. Men were jacking off while thinking of me. Maybe that should of made me uncomfortable but I knew it was Julie Diamond they were dreaming of. Julie Diamond, that sexy little minx who had taken some of the biggest swinging dicks in the porn industry. Why shouldn't they jack off to her?

I went back two more times, naturally at drastically reduced rates, and continued to score high marks for my efforts. I had cracked the "Top 10" list of most popular performers and I was rising up the charts all the time. It still kind of bugged me that I was being so successful at something that I couldn't brag to anyone about. My closest friend in childhood had been a guy named Mark Perkins, but his family had moved away when we were in junior high and I hadn't really kept in touch with him until just recently when I discovered he had moved back on his own. We bumped into each other at a coffee shop and barely even recognized each other. Now that we had connected again we planned to get together sometime but it just hadn't happened yet.

The old Mark I knew as a kid I think I would have felt secure enough in telling my secret to but a lot of years had gone by and we weren't kids anymore. It didn't seem like the sort of thing I could just spring on someone I hadn't seen in ages but on the other hand what did I have to lose? It was just a chance encounter that we even hooked up again. Maybe some of that old friendship was still there.

In the meantime there were some big changes in the wind at the fantasy camp. The demand for repeat visits were apparently much higher than they had originally anticipated, which was good in a way, but also cut into the profits a bit with all the discount deals. They started to institute some new "perks" instead of deeper discounts. After achieving certain goals you could "unlock" various options for an "upgraded" experience. For example you could choose your co-star or select from a series of available "scenarios" that would involve some scripted dialogue and appropriately themed costumes and sets. There were also options for multiple partners of either gender.

I loved the discounts but I liked all of those other ideas a lot. It really wasn't any more expensive than any other hobby I figured, as long as you didn't overdo it. Plus I was getting kind of addicted to the fame, such as it was. Memorizing dialogue was something new but I figured I could handle it. I had done pretty well just improvising a tiny bit here and there along the way so a script would probably just makes things easier. It would also make me feel more like a real actress, not that I had ever entertained any thoughts in that way before.

My first experience with the enhanced scenario was a total blast. I played the prototypical "naughty schoolgirl" being disciplined by her teacher after class. I wore one of those adorable little uniforms with the short, plaid skirt, as well as the school blazer and tie. I had a female cousin who went to a school where they actually wore uniforms like that, although the skirts were a lot longer, and I always thought it was really sexy for some reason.

My partner was a guy named Cam Woodley, a manly blonde who slicked his hair back and put on glasses for the part. I guess it's not all that surprising that so many male porn stars have some form of "wood" in their names. Cam's wood wasn't as big as some of the guys I'd been boned by so far but he was pretty dreamy and I couldn't wait to work with him.

My hair had grown quite a bit by this time and it did give Carol more to work with. She could actually fashion some pretty decent pigtails for me, but did also supplement them with some extensions, which really made my whole schoolgirl getup pretty amazing.

The dialogue was pretty awful, as you might expect it to be, but I had memorized it and rehearsed it in front of a mirror many times so I felt totally prepared for my big acting debut. The scene was set in the same building where the bedrooms had always been but this time there was sort of a classroom set instead with a big desk and a chalkboard. I think there was also a globe on a filing cabinet or something but there wasn't a great deal of attention to detail as far as the set dressing was concerned. It definitely looked like a classroom and I certainly looked like a student, albeit a somewhat old one, but as Julie I was quite youthful looking anyway, and with Carol's magic touch I doubted if anyone was really going to worry about that.

With a deep breath I straightened my blazer and prepared to make my grand entrance. I was definitely in the "porn biz" now I thought.


CHAPTER 8:

"You wanted to see me Mr. Jackson?"

"Yes, come in Susie. Take a seat. We need to talk about your grades."

"I'm doing well in most of my classes."

"Yes, I know, but not mine for some reason. That's what I want to talk to you about. You're obviously a good student when you want to be. What is it about my class that you find so difficult?"

"It's kind of embarrassing."

"Nonsense. There's nothing embarrassing about wanting to further your education."

"Well...it's just that when I see you in class I find it really hard to concentrate."

"What do you mean?"

"Well I guess you could say I have kind of a crush on you. Whenever you start talking my hand just slips under my skirt, like this, and pretty soon without thinking about it I'm playing with myself. Even now I can't help it."

Yes, that was actually a sample of the dialogue. How many variations of that particular theme have played out in porn over the years I wondered. Still I was having a ball. I had pulled my skirt up a little so that the "teacher" could watch me masturbate and we had some more silly lines to say before he bent me over the desk and spanked me a few times with a ruler. Then my panties were pulled down and Cam did a little muff diving from behind while I was still spread out over the desk.

It was actually the first time I had ever had my pussy licked and I thoroughly enjoyed the sensation. Knowing now that Carol was bi I wondered whether she ever had any sexual thoughts about me as Julie. Did she have any secret desire to lick my pussy? I hoped that she did. I liked the idea of turning her on. Maybe that was because she seemed more like a friend to me now than just an employee of the fantasy camp, but that was probably a pretty foolish notion.

After the spanking came some nipple sucking as I sat on Cam's lap while he unbuttoned my blouse and pulled my boobs out of my bra. The blazer disappeared somewhere along the way and the blouse would soon join it but I still had my cute little tie on somehow.

Then it was time for some cock sucking before I rode his dick in the chair. As I mentioned before his prick wasn't as big as some of the dudes I'd been with but I sure liked the look of it. It was very bulgy and kind of twitched as it pointed upwards a bit. I was able to take him all the way down to the balls with little trouble and I let him throat fuck me for a while.

There was some more pointless dialogue, mixed in with my very genuine squeals and moans, before the biggest moment arrived. Once more I was bent over the desk but I wasn't going to get a pussy licking this time. I was going to do my first anal and I really, really, hoped that it wouldn't be a disaster. To ease the process Cam was going to use a whole lot of lube so we did a shot showing my face as he got behind me and prepared to mount. Then we cut and Cam lubed up for the "real thing" as I braced myself for the potential shock.

The lubed was a great thing because he slipped up inside my hole with remarkable ease. Cam knew I had never done anal so he promised to be as gentle as possible and he definitely lived up to his word.

It was sure different than having a cock in my pussy but there was still a whole set of amazing sensations to comprehend and enjoy. He must have been extremely gentle because at one point I actually begged him to do it harder while my hand managed to get down between my legs so that I could finger myself while he ass fucked me. I was creaming and screaming (I have no idea if that's an actual porn term but it probably should be) and none of it was acting. I wasn't sure that I was up for an ATM, or ass-to-mouth, which is a real porn term, so Cam popped all over my butt.

There was some other little bit of conversation at the end but I don't really remember it well. You can probably find the scene on the Internet if you're really curious to know how it ended.

There were many compliments, as usual, but it felt a little more sincere given the success my videos were having. I don't think I ever did one of these shoots without someone telling me what a "natural" I was, which was kind of funny since there was absolutely nothing natural about me being in a woman's body, let alone being in a porno.

For someone who hadn't really had much sex in their life I was sure making up for lost time.


CHAPTER 9:

I finally did get together with my old pal Mark and was pleasantly surprised at how well we seemed to pick up from where we left off. So much had happened in between that it would have only been natural to have grown apart as people but we still seemed to have the same basic chemistry. It was nice to have a close friend again, and I was tempted to tell him about my secret double life, but the opportunity just never seemed to present itself. Perhaps I'd break it to him down the line if we kept hanging out together.

As much as I enjoyed our male bonding experience there was one thing that I found quite alarming. Mark had grown into a rather handsome young man. That was probably the reason I didn't recognize him right away. I looked pretty much like an older version of my young self but Mark had "filled out" quite nicely.

When we were at dinner I couldn't help but wish, in a way, that I was Julie Diamond instead of myself. Mark was just as fun and witty as ever but now he was also good-looking and that made him seem like boyfriend material to me, as absurd a notion as that was. We'd certainly seen each other naked as kids but I had a feeling that he'd look a whole lot better in the buff these days.

I honestly had no desire to lust over my old best friend, or any man for that matter, but I spent a lot of time these days looking at videos and pictures of naked men and actually being fucked by them on occasion. It's hard to program that much sexual information into your brain without it having some residual impact I guess. I don't think you can "turn" somebody gay just by making them watch a lot of porn but I was doing more than just watching and I sort of suspected that I was tapping into a side of myself that I didn't know existed, or simply refused to acknowledge.

Ironically it was Mark who first brought up the subject of lusting after me when I finally got around to showing him what I had been up to.

"Damn! You're really hot. I mean, not you like you but you like her," Mark said after viewing some of my work. "No offense dude but you're much better-looking as a chick."

"Thank you, I think so too," I replied, trying not to smile too broadly.

"So what in the world made you want to do this in the first place?"

"I don't know really when it started but somewhere along the line I got this idea in my head that it would be cool to know what a girl felt like when she was having sex. In the videos they always seem to be having such a good time. I guess I wanted to experience that," I replied as honestly as I could.

"You do know that porn videos are not exactly an accurate depiction of real life?" Mark chuckled. "Girls don't usually behave quite like that...and they don't usually make that much noise."

"Sure, I figured it was all pretty fake, but when I'm doing it I'm not pretending at all. Of course I'm pretending to be a schoolgirl or some guy's girlfriend or something but I never fake my reactions to the sex. The sounds just come out of me and I respond as instinctively as I can."

"If that's true then I'd really like to fuck you sometime...well...not you...her of course," Mark said with a laugh.

"I know what you meant."

I did know what he meant but I was still kind of startled at how hard his words had hit me. When he said he'd like to fuck me sometime my pulse began to race and I think I might have even turned a shade of red.

"So are you gay?" Mark suddenly asked, bringing my senses collapsing back down to earth.

"No! I mean, I don't think so. I've never had any guy-on-guy fantasies, if that's what you mean."

"No offense, but someone who seems to enjoy sex with men as much as you appear to do in those videos might logically be attracted to men all the time. I guess there's probably something in that pill you take that changes your whole sex drive or something."

"Yeah, that's what I figure," I added without too much conviction. "Would it bother you if I was gay?"

"Hell I don't care who you want to fuck. I just wish you had some of those pills so that we could get it on sometime," said Mark, only half-joking I suspected.

"I'll bet you weren't expecting this when I told you I had a big secret I wanted to share with you."

"You're right there. I'm sure glad it didn't turn out to be some confession to a grisly murder or something and that you wanted my help in disposing the body! I'm actually kind of flattered that you chose to share this with me, even though we haven't seen each other in such a long time. But I can guess that you wouldn't be too anxious to show this stuff to your folks. I can't imagine them being too thrilled by it."

"That's for sure."

"Of course how do you know that your dad hasn't stumbled across the page and already seen you in action? Maybe he's one of your followers," Mark teased.

"Oh, my God! Don't even joke about that!"

"Your old man might be jacking off right now to your videos."

"Stop! That's just too creepy," I cried.

"Not that I'd blame him. Now that I know the web address I'll probably be whacking off to you all the time."

"Come on. I'm not that hot."

"Maybe not, but I don't know any other porn stars personally so that adds to the excitement."

I had no idea if my dad looked at adult videos. Probably did. He used to have a box of old "girly" magazines stashed away in the tool shed. That always compensated for having to mow the lawn or rake up the leaves. Of course he'd have no way of knowing that Julie Diamond was actually his son. Why would he? Yes, I still looked a lot like myself facially when I was in her body but nobody could ever make that connection. Could they?

It was a relief to have shared my secret with somebody but I was kind of thrown off by the way it had all turned out. Mark liked to tease and twist the knife a little but I think he actually did want to fuck me. If I'd had one of those pills in my pocket we probably would have hit the sheets right then and there. I wondered if there was any way to steal one of those pills but I doubted that it would be possible. The doctor guy always brought it with him so there wasn't some big medicine cabinet that I could sneak into while pretending to be looking for my keys or something.

It definitely surprised me that Mark would be so open and free about talking about lusting after me while I was sitting there as a man. It didn't seem to freak him out that I liked to switch into a girl sometimes and get bonked by big studs. I wondered if he was kidding about jacking off to me. I really liked the thought of that. I liked it a lot more than I probably should have. I could just picture himself in front of his computer, slowly stroking what I imagined to be a gorgeous staff of manhood, looking at my wet pussy and aching to put his rod inside me. I guess I shouldn't have been that surprised. Mark was a man after all and most men seemed to be motivated pretty heavily by their sexual impulses. The fact that we had been boys together in our childhood would probably be pretty easy to push to the back of his mind once he had a nipple in his mouth or I was wrapping my lips around his cock. I was an enthusiastic lay so perhaps the other baggage wouldn't get in the way too much.

There wasn't really any point in thinking about it too much. Maybe someday those pills would become widely available, either legally or on the street, but at the moment these dudes were hanging onto their little medical gem pretty tightly, and I can't say that I blame them. If everyone could just pop down to the local pharmacy and pick up a bottle of the stuff it would pretty much ruin their business, which at the moment seemed to be thriving, which led to the next big surprise I had in store.


CHAPTER 10:

There had been various rumors circulating about some "special prize" for the top six girls at the end of the year and having made my way up to a solid number three I was invited to go on an all-expenses-paid trip to Las Vegas to some big porn convention to promote the fantasy camp and the website. I would get to be Julie Diamond for three whole days in "Sin City" and meet my adoring public. Of course I agreed to go without hesitation.

Now a lot of that time was going to be spent sitting in a booth signing autographs and posing for pictures but there would also be a lot of free time to roam around and do as I pleased. It was all pretty exciting but I think that part was the most exciting of all. I'd always wondered what it would be like to be Julie Diamond somewhere other than that sound stage or dressing room. To just walk around for a while and see the world through different eyes.

We all had a profile picture for the web page but that was just kind of a snapshot that was taken quickly on the set. Now we were going to have a real photo shoot and I couldn't wait. The shoot was in the same building as always, and of course Carol was there to make us look pretty, but it was kind of different, too.

For one thing I was meeting five other girls for the first time. I'd passed them in the hall or sat in the waiting room with them as men before but I'd never seen any of them in their female personae and had no idea who might be who. You went in as a man and you came out as a man. Now we were all going in together.

Carol certainly had her hands full with five giggling aspiring porn-starlets all needing her attention but we somehow managed to get ready without a full-blown pillow fight breaking out. And damn, did we look hot!

Darcy had the biggest tits, but what can you do? The pill just took your DNA and juggled some numbers somehow so that you ended up looking pretty much like you would have looked if you had been born that way. I guess big boobs just run in some people's family.

Kim was the smallest but possibly the prettiest of us all. She was of Asian descent and had the most gorgeous eyes I think I'd ever seen. She looked like she could easily be a fashion model or something.

The hair color and body types kind of ran the spectrum, which I suppose is only natural. What drives one man wild might leave another man bored...limp. Several of the girls had very short, masculine haircuts so they chose to wear wigs and I was tempted to try one myself but I had grown pretty fond of my real locks by this time, which were growing out very nicely. So what if some asshole didn't like it? Lots of other people seemed to think it was just fine so I stuck with my real hair.

We posed individually and also as a group, which was really fun. It probably should have been a more competitive vibe, since we were all striving to get the highest marks possible, but instead we sort of bonded immediately. It was a very special club to be a member of and I think we sort of felt like sorority sisters more than competitors. We were among a very small group of people who knew what it was like to switch gender back and forth. I was glad that we all hit it off so well and hoped that we'd be able to hang out in Vegas and get to know each other better.

After the shoot we got to stay in our female bodies a little longer while we all piled into a van and Carol took us on a little shopping trip so that we'd be prepared for our excursion to Nevada. Being men we naturally didn't have clothing appropriate for our female bodies so we were allowed to pick out some things to take on our trip.

Not surprisingly our taste collectively seemed to lean towards the slutty, or at least the most revealing, which was probably just fine since we were going as adult entertainers anyway. We all kind of vied to find the most "barely there" swimsuit or the dress with the most plunge in the neckline or the back or both. Apparently we'd get to shop some more in Vegas so this was basically just to have something to wear on the trip and some basic accessories and whatnot. It wasn't really expensive designer stuff by any means but it didn't really need to be.

Obviously I don't know what it's like to be a girl in a pack of girls on a shopping spree but this was pretty much what I guess I would have imagined. We sort of found strength in numbers I suppose. If I had just walked out the door of the studio and strolled around the block by myself I probably would have been terrified but as just one of the gals I felt really comfortable and free. We joked and teased and praised each other as we paraded around in various outfits and everyone seemed to be having a blast. It was honestly the first time I had ever felt really at home in a group of people. Odd that it would take being turned into a temporary woman for that to happen.

I still had no idea what was in the pill we took or even how long it lasted but we were assured that once we took it for the trip we would only need that one for the entire weekend. I was a little surprised to hear that we were driving to Vegas instead of flying there but flying would have meant going as a man, due to identification issues, so driving allowed us to start our girly adventure bright and early. When I discovered that we were going in a stretch limo it made the idea of hassling with airports seem absurd.

So we all piled into the limo and headed off for I-15 feeling like the sexiest carload of sluts that ever hit the pavement. I think the company wanted us to have some time to be female before meeting the public, and maybe they even wanted to make sure that they hadn't made a terrible mistake. In the studio nothing was real. You popped in, did your bit, and popped out again. There was kind of an assembly line feel to the whole thing. We were only girls for an hour or two and only for a very specific purpose in a very controlled environment. Who really knew what would happen if you hopped us up on girly pills and turned us loose in Vegas? I noticed with some amusement that the bar in the limo was fully stocked but only with soft drinks and water. I guess they didn't want a bunch of drunk trannies, or whatever we were classified as, tumbling out of the limo and puking all over the sidewalk. I'm sure Las Vegas has seen worse but the company was obviously taking no chances.

When we stopped at Barstow Station to grab something to eat I'm sure we turned a few heads with our ridiculously short shorts and crop tops with no bra or whatever other silly, trampy thing we were wearing, but that was a blast. Again, being part of a group really helped. Dressed this way by myself I probably would have been afraid of getting arrested on suspicion of prostitution or something but together we were just a band of sexy bitches heading off for a good time. Hell, we were probably exactly what most men were hoping to find in Vegas when they dreamed of winning big money and shooting big loads.

If the company was skimping anywhere it appeared to be on the accommodations. The room was nice but nothing special and we were paired up with roommates. It was no big deal to me. I didn't know how much time I'd be spending in my room anyway.

My roommate was Darcy Davenport, she of the big boobs, and that was fine with me. She had a very bubbly personality and was just the sort of person you liked at once. At least as a girl. She might have been a totally uptight dickhead as a man for all I knew but that wasn't my problem. We probably wouldn't be able to share clothing, as she was quite a bit curvier than me all around, but I wasn't worried about that either. The only thing I was really worried about was walking in heels.


CHAPTER 11:

"Oh, my God! I can't believe I'm actually meeting you. You don't know how many times I've masturbated to your videos!"

The first time someone says that to you it kind of startles you. After a couple of hours you'd be shocked if they didn't say it. Presenting yourself in an adult video definitely seems to break any barriers or social customs that would normally exist. If you're uncomfortable being objectified don't do porn. Total strangers will walk right up to you and start talking about your pussy or your ass or your tits or whatever. It was a little weird to think that all of those people standing in line for my autograph had seen me buck naked and doing the most intimate things possible but that's why they were standing in line. I'm sure a nuclear physicist does a lot more difficult and impressive work but they aren't likely to get a crowd like this clamoring for a photo op.

"How come you guys don't ever work together? We want to see you paired up," called out one fan from the middle of the line.

"You mean like this?" I replied with a wink.

Clapping a hand on one of Darcy's big balloons I opened my mouth and gave her the wettest, hottest kiss I could come up with. This was met with roars of delight and camera phones snapping away like mad. We held the kiss for the longest time so that everyone could get a good shot but I must say I was in no hurry to break away from that embrace.

The company dudes were delighted and assured everyone that we'd be working together in the near future. I didn't know if that was just bullshit to please the crowd or whether he was referring to the "group" option but I was definitely interested in trying a little girl play. On camera or off.

"I hope you didn't mind me groping you like that," I whispered to Darcy.

"Not if you don't mind me doing that to you back in the room," she answered slyly.

Carol was along on the trip to keep us looking our best, and I had sort of assumed that if I ever had sex with a woman it would be with her, but the prospect of getting it on with Darcy was no cheap consolation prize. I was as entranced by her jugs as anyone and after copping a feel I could begin to imagine what they might be like in the flesh.

It would be ridiculous to say that signing autographs was exhausting but it was definitely more tiring than I would have ever imagined. Plus we always seemed to be on the go to somewhere when we weren't at our public viewing station. We did a question and answer session, ostensibly for the "press" but I wondered what sort of journalistic credentials you actually needed to participate. Most of the questions seemed more like we were being auditioned for the job of stripper at a bachelor party. Who knows? Maybe we were.

We all had dinner together at a pretty swanky restaurant in one of the casinos and then we were finally off the leash. Some of the girls wanted to gamble and some wanted to drink and a couple wanted to hit up some nightspots and go dancing. I kind of wanted to just kick back in the room with a bag of chips and a bottle of beer. If everybody had agreed on a plan I'm sure I would have gone along with it but since we were splitting up anyway I did decide to just relax for a while. There was plenty of time to get into trouble later if I felt like it.

When I got back to the room I took a nice long bath and then just pulled a t-shirt on over my naked body. It was very comfy and I found something on TV to watch and probably could have fallen asleep pretty fast but my brain kept nagging at me. Here I was, female at last, in a glamorous, all-night resort town with money in my pocket and a closet full of sexy clothes. I could eat Doritos and watch television anytime but how often was I going to be in this situation?

Semi-reluctantly I dragged myself out of bed and put on a slinky dress that I thought was sexy but not too over-the-top. I even tried my hand at applying some very basic cosmetics, having actually practiced on my male face at home, and was reasonably pleased with the results. It wasn't the professional job that Carol would have done but I didn't imagine I'd be posing for any pictures tonight.

I almost forgot to grab my little handbag as I headed for the door, since the process of carrying one was still so foreign to me. I decided to not take anything too valuable along in the bag because I was bound to lose it anyway somewhere along the line. I took a little cash and stuffed it in my bra and suddenly realized what a handy hiding spot that was. You could probably hide a briefcase full of cash in Darcy's bra but mine was more than ample for a little mad money.

As I stepped out of the room I had a sudden panic attack. I'm an attractive female alone in a strange city at night. I don't know the first thing about being a real woman. What if some religious crusader is waiting to beat the crap out of me for promoting an "unnatural" lifestyle or some creepy, obsessed, fan tries to rape me? What if I don't sit right or walk right or do something else that a woman would never do? With porn I just had to take cock in whatever hole and whatever position some man put me in. Could I really convince people that I was a woman, and did I really want to since I was only going to be one for a couple of days?

A drink seemed like a very good idea at the moment so I headed straight for the nearest hotel bar.


CHAPTER12:

"Hey, beautiful can I buy you a drink?"

I had been sitting alone at the fairly empty bar, sort of nursing my booze and trying to work up the courage to go out on the casino floor and play some slot machines, when a male voice from behind me sort of sent a shiver of ice running through my veins.

"Sure. Why not?" I replied, as casually as I could.

The young man who took the seat next to me seemed pleasant enough. He had a nice smile at any rate.

"I'll bet you're a porn star," he suddenly blurted out.

"Excuse me?"

"Well there's that big porn convention in the hotel and you look so hot I figured you must be here for that."

"Ah, yeah...I am here for the convention."

"Damn! I can't believe it! A real porn star, just sitting here having a drink with me."

I suddenly realized that my companion was probably as surprised by my answer as I was by his question. It was probably just a pickup line that he would have used on any girl. Who knows how many he may have tried it on already? Getting hit on for the first time was kind of a funny feeling but I felt kind of good that I had seen through his game so quickly. Maybe being a girl wasn't as hard as I thought.

We chatted for a little while and the guy obviously wanted to go all fan-boy on me but he didn't really have a clue who I was or what videos I had been in. In the end I suppose it didn't really matter. I was one of those chicks who did nasty stuff on camera and that made me a pretty special piece of ass in his eyes.

I don't know what made me agree to go back to my room with him. He wasn't bad-looking but he wasn't anything special. There was nothing about his conversation that I had found particularly scintillating. I think it was just the idea that I was being picked up for the first time as a woman. He didn't even know I was a porn chick when he hit on me, that was just fishing. He thought I was pretty and he thought I was a real girl so I suppose that made me feel kind of pretty and like a real girl. I also didn't know how to let a guy down. I knew how much courage, or booze, it probably took for him to work up the nerve to talk to me. I knew that fear and I hated the feeling. I didn't want to be just another cold bitch giving the guy the brush-off.

When we got to the room I started to have second thoughts. While he was no body builder he was a lot bigger than me and he wasted no time at all getting down to business.

"Man, you must be such a slut to fuck for a living," he grunted as he unzipped his pants.

I wasn't sure what to say to that. He made it sound like sort of a compliment in a way so I didn't say anything. I was just trying to figure out how fast I could get to the door if I had to.

"You dirty, dirty little bitch. I can't wait to get inside you," he said as I was shoved up against the wall.

I could feel my skirt being hiked up and my panties being yanked down around my ankles and then his firm grasp on my waist before he shoved his cock inside me. There was a moment where I thought about slapping his face or ordering him out of the room but there was also a side of me that sort of got off on the whole thing. I don't know what that says about me as a person but I can't deny the thrill I got from being dominated by a man like this.

In the videos the men generally took charge because they were the professionals. It was their job to make the video look good and to see that the campers had a good time as well. I was quite comfortable with that arrangement but I always felt totally safe. If I suddenly decided that I didn't want to do it anymore I could always get up and go home, or if I didn't want to do what they were asking me to do I could simply refuse and they would have come up with something else. Here I didn't feel safe at all. I had no idea what this man was going to do to me but it honestly added to my excitement.

Perhaps this was karma for the way that women were sometimes treated or portrayed in porn. This guy may not have been a fan of mine but he was obviously into watching adult videos and probably based his whole bedroom approach on what he saw in those films. Or maybe he had a totally vanilla sex life and saw this as his golden opportunity to get down and dirty with a pro. The way he was fucking me I sort of wished that he had guessed that I was a prostitute because he'd probably leave some money on the dresser when he was through with me.

"Yeah, that's it. Suck it bitch. Suck it good. Goddamn you know how to give head."

Well, yes by this point I think it wouldn't be bragging to say that I knew how to give head but I was still certainly no expert. I probably could have given him a lousy BJ and still gotten the same response. In his mind I was a professional. Of course I'd give the best head. That was my job. And once again instead of being offended I was kind of turned on. I wasn't even a real woman yet this guy would probably brag to everyone that I was the greatest fuck of his life.

When he finished he just grinned as he zipped up his pants and checked his watch.

"Man, that was amazing baby! I'm going to have to look for your films. Now I got to run. If I don't get back to my room pronto my wife will get suspicious. Let's do it again sometime honey!"

With that he was gone. I was kind of a mess with cum on my face and my dress sort of draped around my waist. He may not have left any money but at least he didn't steal the cash that was tucked in my bra. And I did get a couple of drinks out of the deal. Was that the going rate or was I just the dumbest slut in the world?

I actually started laughing as I took another bath before pulling on my t-shirt again and retrieving my bag of chips. There wasn't really anything all that unique about being in the female role, I thought. Real sex is a lot like those silly scenarios in the studio. Everybody's kind of playing a part; trying to impress, trying to arouse, trying to satisfy. I was new to the part I was playing but it was a good learning experience. One should probably choose one's bed partners a little more carefully perhaps, but a quickie for the sake of it every now and then probably wasn't the end of the world.

It felt good to be the object of so much desire, either from the fans or from random dudes I met in a bar. That was new for me. I usually just lusted from afar for seemingly unreachable goals. Yet because of the work I was doing I was both adored and looked down on at the same time, often by the same people. The line between praise and insult could get pretty blurry. I had something men wanted but some men seemed to also resent that in way. It was kind of the old good girl/bad girl thing I guess. Men liked bad girls to have fun with but they respected good girls, even if they left them with blue balls. It all seemed ridiculous but people had been playing those roles for years and years and old ideas die hard.

It was pretty late when Darcy finally staggered in and after a quick trip to the bathroom I was surprised to find that she was climbing naked into my bed and curling up next to me. There were two beds in the room and I don't think she was so hammered that she didn't see me lying there but she was definitely a bit tipsy and it didn't seem like we were going to do any heavy screwing that night but we weren't just going straight to sleep either.

I pulled off my t-shirt and we both lay on our sides, playing with each other's boobs for a while without really saying much. Darcy's tits were really magnificent and I sucked on her nipples for the longest time before I realized that she had a finger in my pussy. I returned the favor and we stroked each other off, mixed with some kissing and tit rubbing, before we both fell asleep. If nothing else of note happened the rest of the weekend I would regard this trip as an amazing adventure.


CHAPTER 13:

There wasn't much fanfare when we woke the next morning. Darcy didn't act confused about ending up in my bed and we didn't really discuss what we had done. We did kiss a little before getting up, but that was kind of sweet and didn't lead to any more sexual activity.

At breakfast we all regaled each other with tales of our adventures from the previous night. Much to my surprise I was apparently the only one who had gotten laid, which sort of gave me a mystical quality in the eyes of the others. The club hoppers had danced and flirted, and the gamblers had won or lost small sums of money, but I was the only one who had sucked any cock that night. The ladies were definitely impressed. All of us had suffered some bout of anxiety over being out in public like this but I was the only one who had the "balls" to actually get busy with a stranger. I was afraid they'd think I was just a big, horny, slut but considering that was sort of all of our secret desire I guess it gave me a gold star for the night.

The second day was similar to the first and kind of went by in a blur. We were all getting a lot more comfortable around the fans and maybe even a little goofy at times. I know I flashed my tits more than once and I wasn't alone.

It was around lunchtime that an idea popped into my head and I couldn't shake it. Yes, I could certainly meet some guy easy enough, or I could shack up with stacked Darcy, my new BFF, but what I really wanted was to be with Mark and this might be the only chance ever. I knew it was risky since we were male friends, and I couldn't just turn female at will, but I had been thinking about him a lot and I suspected that he had been thinking about me...or Julie at any rate. After starting to dial about a dozen times and then stopping I finally let the call go through.

"Hey, Mark. It's Fred."

"Really? You don't sound like Fred. Have you got your balls in a vice-grip or something?"

"Well I guess I should say it's Julie, since that's who I am at the moment."

"I kind of guessed that," Mark chuckled.

"It's a long story but I'm in Vegas for a porn convention and I'm going to be Julie for the next two days. I know you were probably just bullshitting about wanting to have sex with me but if you did, by any chance, now would probably be the time, if you don't mind traveling all the way to Nevada. I don't know if I'm worth it but I'd sure like to see you at any rate if you can get away for a little while."

Mark could and would get away and would be joining me in a few hours. It almost sounded like he was jumping in his car while we were still speaking on the phone. That pleased me. There was no hesitation at all. Now I realize that most horny men being told there was a sure thing waiting for them in Las Vegas wouldn't need their arms twisted to get there ASAP, but people generally have schedules and commitments and things that make it difficult to just jump up and go out of town at the drop of a hat. I wished now that I had told him about this sooner so that we could have spent more time together, but realistically I had a pretty busy schedule myself and it wasn't like we could take a vacation together or something.

Having been with...fuck...I don't even remember that guy's name! He might not have ever told me for all I know. Anyway, having been with the guy from the bar I was kind of looking forward to something a little more substantial, I guess. Romantic? Yeah, I suppose you could say that. It might be playing with fire but sometimes you have to take a few risks.

Of course there was always the possibility that Mark would treat me pretty much like the other dude. He only knew the female me from some porno clips. Maybe he was looking for the same kind of "bad girl" experience. There was obviously no long term future for us as a couple so what else should he expect? Maybe I was just a dirty, dirty little bitch who wanted to get fucked. Yes, Mark knew me as a guy, but as I said before, that would probably be pretty easy to forget about once the clothes came off and I obviously wasn't a guy at the moment.

It didn't really matter to me that much what happened. I just knew that I wanted to be with Mark. I wanted to kiss him and touch him and feel him hold me in his arms. I wanted to know what his cock looked like, now that he was all grown up. I wanted to please him and make him cum. He was the closest friend I had ever had and I wanted to share this unique opportunity with him, especially since we may never get a chance like this again.

I was actually nervous as the day went on. I tried to stay focused on my work but my mind kept drifting away. I half wanted to call him and tell him it was a bad idea and that he should turn around and go home and I half wanted time to pass more quickly so that I could be with him as soon as possible.

When I told the gang I couldn't join them for dinner because I had made other plans they were all abuzz. I was definitely living up to my brazen hussy reputation in a big way. We had agreed to meet in the lobby of my hotel and Mark arrived right on schedule, which gave the girls a chance to check out my dinner date for the evening.

"Holy crap! You have a boyfriend?"

"He's totally hot."

"How do you get all these men, you bitch?"

"Settle down ladies," I said with mock seriousness. "There's plenty of fish in the sea. I'm sure you could all find some kind of a man to be with if you tried hard enough."

I introduced Mark to my new friends and he was as charming and delightful as one could be. I had no idea he was so smooth around the ladies, but of course I had known him mostly in childhood.

"Are you sure you don't want to join us?" Kim suggested.

"I've no doubt that would be most enjoyable company but this lovely lady and I have already made plans. I'm sure you understand," said Mark with a cute smile.

They understood alright. I had some magic ability to attract hot guys and the guts to do something about it. I was definitely the coolest chick in class at the moment and I ate it up with a spoon.

We didn't actually have any plan other than meeting in the lobby of the hotel but Mark said he knew a really nice Italian restaurant off the Strip so he hailed a cab and off we went. There was a weird mix of familiarity and newness as we rode through town in the back of that taxi. It was the comfort of years of friendship clashing against the terror of a first date, because it sure looked like we were on a date now.

Mark was the same old Mark in many ways, but also a little different. It was subtle, but noticeable. The tone of his voice and his demeanor in general was something I had never quite experienced. It didn't seem fake at all, like he was trying to impress me or talk down to me for being a woman or something, but it was sort of like being in a parallel universe where he had always been a man and I had always been a woman and this was just the most natural thing in the world.

We did a little sight-seeing after dinner and did a little casual gambling after that and then the inevitable question arose. Your place or mine? Since I had a roommate and he was bunking solo we went to his room. The hotel I was staying at was booked due to the convention so we were heading for a lesser known spot slightly out of the way. That was fine with me. Dinner and cruising the Strip had been super fun but what I wanted right now was a room with a bed and I didn't care about the amenities.


CHAPTER 14:

"I'm so glad you called me," said Mark as we both sat on the edge of the bed. "I haven't been able to stop thinking about you."

"You may punch me in the nose and kick me out of here but I have something to confess to you. Ever since we met again as adults I've found you really attractive. I was never, ever going to say anything about it but when you seemed to be cool with the idea of me turning female it really fired up my imagination even more," I admitted softly.

"But you're not gay."

"Fuck, I don't know what I am. Maybe I'm a big, flaming homo or something and this is just my way of coming out, or whatever, but all I know is that I really want to be with you."

"That's good enough for me," said Mark as he held my face in his hands and planted his first kiss upon my lips.

Then Mark helped me get out of my dress and he stripped down to his shorts so we were both in our underwear as we lay back down beside each other on top of the bed. He had a nice body, I noted. It looked like he worked out a little or did something athletic to keep in shape. Not extreme or over-the-top, but nicely toned. Neither one of us had been terribly into sports when we were kids so he must have picked that up from somewhere down the line.

"You're so very beautiful," he whispered as he kissed my neck.

"So are you. How did you end up so gorgeous? You were kind of a dweeb as a kid," I teased.

"Just a late bloomer I guess. Sort of like you."

"Yeah, but you don't need a pill for that."

"No, but that pill seems to do wonders for you. I've never seen you this happy or this confident before. Being female suits you."

"You're just saying that because you want to get into my pants."

"Is that outcome in question?" he asked playfully.

"Of course not," I replied.

"Good. Then let's get started on that, shall we?"

Mark pulled off my panties and buried his face between my legs. It was only the second time I'd had that done to me, and the first time I was able to watch the proceedings. I had known almost nothing but professionals up until now but Mark was licking my snatch like he wrote the book on the subject."

"You've done this before," I joked.

"A gentleman never licks and tells," he said in a muffled voice from somewhere around my pelvis.

"I'll bet you get laid all the time," I continued.

"Not as much as you might think."

"Anyone I know? Anyone from the old neighborhood?"

"I don't think so."

"Let me see your cock."

"You will, I assure you. Now let me concentrate on your pussy, woman!"

He almost brought me off with just his tongue and his fingers but apparently it was only the warm up. My bra was soon unhooked and my boobs took center stage for a while. He was still wearing his shorts, and every time I tried to pull his dick out he gently moved my hand somewhere else. It was a delightful torture.

After what seemed like an eternity of kissing and caressing Mark finally pulled his pants off and tossed them on the floor. An absolutely beautiful erection popped up to greet me. It was of fairly average size, perhaps a tiny bit bigger, but most importantly I loved the look of his cock. Maybe it had something to do with the fact that I was pretty smitten with the man in this moment, but I think even looking at it with a cold, objective, eye I would have still pronounced it a work of art.

"Can I suck it?" I asked, not thinking about how silly that sounded.

"If you like."

I did like. And I liked sucking it too. And I wanted him to like the way that I was sucking it. I wanted to do my best for him, and from the sounds he was making, it looked like I was succeeding. Perhaps I was succeeding too much because he pulled away from me at one point and told me to lie on my back. I spread my legs wide, not quite as far back as I had done with Marco, but I'm sure I painted a pretty inviting picture. Mark accepted that invitation gladly and soon I felt him sliding into me.

This was all so different than I had expected but so much more than I had hoped for. But it also complicated things. In a way it would have been better if I had just had one of those pills on me the first time I showed him what I had been doing. We probably would have just laughed and joked about the whole thing and how absurd it was and that would have been that. He would have seen me turning from a man to a woman and back again and there would have been no date involved, no romance or passion, just a silly sport fuck for the novelty of it.

Perhaps that was all this was but it certainly felt like more than that. I gazed up into Mark's eyes while he rhythmically pumped my pussy and I wondered whether this was what love felt like. I knew what sex felt like and I knew what an orgasm felt like and I knew how much I liked those feelings but this was something new. I was just as horny and aroused as ever but there was something kind of emotional going on that I wasn't sure about.

If I had been born female Mark seemed like just the kind of guy I'd want for a boyfriend. Well, of course that made sense. We were already good friends and now I found him sexually desirable so why wouldn't I want him for a boyfriend? True, I hadn't known him as an adult for that long, and this was only the first time I had been with him as a woman, but this experience had been nothing but joy so far.

My heart ached for the love of a good man but I tried to banish the thought from my mind. I'm Fred Hollister I kept telling myself only know I was hearing Julie's voice in my head and it made the words sound silly.

"Oh God, I really love this," I suddenly blurted out.

Mark just smiled and leaned down to kiss me again. I returned his kiss with almost savage intensity. We were so connected this way; tongues and lips and cock and pussy. Having sex as a girl was the most fun thing I had ever done in my life, but making love seemed to take it to a whole new level. My heart felt like it was so full that it would burst at any moment.

When Mark began to ejaculate I realized that no one had ever cum inside me before. Even the bar hookup dude had given me a facial. I loved to watch a man's jizz spurting from the tip of his dick, and messy though it was, I even enjoyed the feeling of it on my body. My hair, not so much, but I could usually avoid that. Even though I couldn't see his sperm and probably couldn't really feel it all that much, it made me sublimely content to know it was there. He was mating with me. Giving me his seed. This is how we would make a baby someday, if things were normal and I could have a child. It was a crazy thought but it made me feel more womanly than ever.

"You know, when we were kids I would never in a million years have imagined that we'd ever end up in a situation like this," said Mark as we cuddled in the afterglow.

"Hey, remember that tree house in your backyard? We used to sit up there and talk about which girls at school we thought we cute."

"Sure I remember. We tried to guess which ones would grow up to be fat and ugly and which ones would fill out the best."

"It's funny, if I had been a girl you would have been sitting in that tree house with some other guy trying to figure out how I would fill out. And now we know," I chuckled.

"You filled out just fine baby. Just about perfect, as far as I'm concerned."

"So did you darling, so did you. You're quite the stud muffin, you know. And I'm kind of an authority on that now."

"Yeah, seeing you in those videos was some of those guys was kind of intimidating," Mark admitted.

"I wish I had been born a girl so that we could have dated like normal people," I said with a sigh.

"Who knows if that would have happened? We might not have ever become friends in the first place and I moved away around the time we would have started thinking about dating anyhow. Ironically, the fact that we were boyhood friends is probably the only reason we're here in bed together now," Mark pointed out.

"Well, in that case I'm glad I was born a boy," I said, though I knew in my heart that wasn't really true anymore.


CHAPTER 15:

We made love a couple of more times that night and I let Mark sleep late as I went to breakfast with the girls. I hated to have him drive all the way out here and then abandon him to his own devices for most of the day but there were worse places to kill time than Las Vegas.

The gang wanted all the lurid details of my evening's fuck fest and I was happy to oblige. You'd think that a bunch of chicks who made porn videos would be completely disinterested in some boring shack up with an amateur but nothing could have been further from the truth. We were all really men, after all, and this was the first time any of us had experienced life as a woman outside of the fantasy camp so everything we did and experienced was still new and exciting.

"Sounds like you're pretty smitten," said Kim.

"You could say that," I admitted.

"But that's so sad," said Darcy with a pout. "She's going to turn back into a man tomorrow."

"Well, she'll still have a mouth and an asshole, won't she?. If she's that much in love she can still take care of her man," quipped Angelica, our fiery redhead with a filthy mouth.

Everyone had a laugh at that but I had certainly given the subject some thought. Up until now I only wanted to have sex with a man while I was in a woman's body, and naturally I still preferred it that way, but I was pretty sure that even as a guy I'd suck Mark's cock if he wanted me to. That wasn't something I was going to volunteer anytime soon but maybe, just maybe, if he had similar feelings for me he'd be able to get past the discomfort of me not being Julie anymore. I doubted it, but it was something to consider. At least I could help him get off as long as I kept making porn. He'd always have the memory of this weekend and he'd know that no matter how many guys I was getting banged by he would always have my heart.

Mark hung out in the convention hall quite a bit more than I would have expected and I noted with a tiny degree of jealousy that he made his way around to other booths, but why shouldn't he? It was just funny to look at Mark and feel envious of his attention to other women. Those were real women and Mark was certainly entitled to live his life dating people he could actually have a relationship with. If we were going to remain friends I was no doubt going to have to learn to deal with that reality. He would probably get married and have kids someday. I didn't want to be a big buzz kill for him and his happiness.

There was a big party that we were all invited to that night and I was thrilled that I was able to bring Mark along as my date. We rubbing elbows, and other body parts, with some of the biggest names in the adult entertainment industry and it was a total rush. Mark and I even danced together, though it turned out that neither one of us could exactly burn up the dance floor.

It blew my mind that everybody seemed so incredibly nice and friendly. I was nobody compared to most of these performers but no one copped an attitude or seemed standoffish in the least. It was kind of like we were all in a club or something, sort of the way I felt with the other girls from the fantasy camp. There's something about baring yourself completely for the public that sort of bonds you to your fellow travelers. To expose yourself like that and to subject yourself to the most critical scrutiny of every part of your body and every aspect of your personality is not something that most people would welcome, no matter how much they were paid to do it.

Once someone sees you on television, or in a movie, or on the Internet, regardless of what you're doing, they tend to feel that they know you. Sometimes they even feel like you owe them something. When what they've seen you in is pornographic in nature they especially seem ready to tell you their opinion, good or bad, in no uncertain terms. That takes some getting used to, but I thought I was handling it pretty well so far, especially for someone with so little experience.

I know there are people who decry pornography as immoral or degrading to women or in some other way detrimental to society but it seems to me like we're just trying to help people get their rocks off. Everyone's interested in sex. Everyone has their own particular fantasies and dreams. Sometimes fantasy is the best we can hope for. If people don't like porn they don't have to seek it out, it's not like it's forced onto anyone. I like sex and it makes me happy, and I'm guessing that's true for a lot of other people as well, so all I'm trying to do is spread a little of that sexy happiness around. If that makes me a sinner, or whatever, so be it.

Mark seemed to be having a blast. This wasn't a world he ever expected to find himself in, any more than it was for me at the start, and there was sort of a kid in the candy store vibe going down. I wasn't feeling very jealous, probably since I was mingling too, and also because I knew that we would be going to bed together in the very near future.

When we finally left the party we were feeling pretty good...and pretty horny. We started necking in the cab on the way to his hotel and when we got in the elevator Mark shoved his hand under my dress and began to finger bang me while we kissed some more. The door actually opened at one point and someone was about to get in but we didn't stop what we were doing so they just pressed the button and waited for another elevator.

We got through the door somehow and the clothes began to fly in all directions. We knew that this might be our last chance to be together like this, or at least the last chance until something like another convention popped up, if it ever did. We were so hungry for each other. I couldn't wait to get into bed so I dropped down on my knees in front of Mark and gave him some serious cock worship.

I sucked and slurped away as I gazed up at him with what I hope he took as a look of utter devotion. Neither one of us had ever particularly been the "leader" of our little gang of two. Both being kind of nerdy at the time there was no real competition between us either to run the fastest or climb the tree higher. And there was nothing about me being a woman that made Mark my "superior" or my "master" or anything like that, but it did make him my man, and that made me feel a little different, at least when it came to sex.

I wanted him to be bigger than me and stronger than me. I wanted him to be dominant, if he felt like being dominant. I thrilled to the power he had in his limbs and in his cock. It wasn't a question of who was smarter, or funnier, or more successful, or anything like that. I was in love and I wanted him to know that I would do anything he desired to make him happy.

Once again his "amateur" status was on display as he didn't last long in my mouth, but that was fine. I just wanted to taste him. I wanted to drink him down and soak in his essence and I wasn't disappointed. Hus cum was tangy, but pleasant, and it sort of made me think of sweet and sour source at a Chinese restaurant. Silly the things that pop into your head when guzzling your lover's jizz.

While waiting for him to recover he bathed me and washed my hair and then I gave him a back rub on the bed. Pretty soon his cock was ready for more action and I gave it to him as I straddled him in the "reverse cowgirl" position and rode him like mad.

"Oh fuck! Oh Jesus! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" I literally shouted as I creamed and screamed, my favorite expression, and activity.

When he shot his wad his cum must have been swirling around with mine, like it was in a blender, because I was dripping like a leaky faucet when he pulled out. Without missing a beat Mark pushed my upper body forward so that I kind of fell on my face on the mattress with my ass sticking up in the air as Mark dove in to the soggy region between my legs and lapped up my juices.

My body was still shaking slightly from the intensity of my orgasm and his tongue inside my pussy didn't do anything to slow that down. I was really whimpering and pleading with him not to stop so he began to play with my clit until I had another orgasm and had to literally bite the blanket on the bed to control my screams.

Then we were entwined. Naked and sweaty, despite the air conditioning in the room. I was happy and sad and confused as hell.

"Oh, Mark, I love you so much and I don't know if I'll ever be able to tell you that again," I whined.

"Don't say that," he replied.

"You mean you don't love me?"

"No silly girl, of course I love you. Don't say we'll never be able to say it again. Never has such a definite ring to it. Something will work out for us, I'm sure it will."


CHAPTER 16:

I wasn't at all sure that something would work out for us but I had loved hearing him say it. I don't know what he meant by that but my head and heart were full of possibilities. Maybe we could find a way for me to "simulate" Julie Diamond convincingly enough to do the job. This was my real hair and with makeup I could probably resemble Julie facially. I'd have to do something to strap my dick down but it wasn't all that big so tucking it away might not be that difficult. I could work on getting my male voice higher. If he flipped up my skirt and fucked me in the ass it might not be all that different than doing me as a girl. I was determined to experiment with some of those ideas when I got home...just in case.

It was hard to say goodbye to Mark but I knew we would see each other again soon, even if it wasn't under the circumstances that we would both prefer. It would probably be harder for me because he would look exactly the same as the man I had made love to but I would just be Fred again, unless I could use some movie magic to my advantage.

The trip was a rousing success for everyone and on every level. The company dudes were completely satisfied that they had gotten the kind of exposure they wanted and we sluts had enjoyed the time of our lives. I was really glad that I had a nice little supply of female clothes now to fool around with. It certainly made it easier for me to try my hand at cross-dressing.

I had honestly never tried anything like that before for some reason. I understand that a lot of guys who have sexual fantasies about being female wear padded bras and garter belts and stuff like that to make them feel more feminine, but I'd never taken that leap. I suppose I was still clinging to the idea that I was absolutely straight and that this was just a kinky diversion but I didn't care about that now. I was in love with a man and I wanted to find any way possible to keep him and please him.

The next time I went to shoot a video I asked Carol for any tips about how to make my male self look more like my female one and she had a lot of great suggestions. I actually took notes so that I wouldn't mess it up when I tried it at home. Carol didn't ask me any questions about why I wanted this information but I'm sure she knew it had something to do with the cute guy I was hanging with in Vegas. She was happy to help and I really appreciated it. She also knew of some pretty high end body devices that could help to simulate breasts more realistically, and while that stuff could be pretty expensive, she said she could get me a good deal if I was interested. I definitely was interested.

I was getting pretty good at the cosmetic thing, and with Carol's instructions, I was kind of shocked at how much I looked like Julie while still being Fred. I guess I must have always had kind of feminine features without really realizing it. With some socks stuffed in a bra I could wear a lot of my clothes and look remarkably female, at least at a glance or a distance.

My dick was really starting to annoy me. It just seemed like such a useless appendage now. I loved having a pussy, even if I couldn't just stumble into the bathroom in the middle of the night and piss standing up.

When I had a chance to see some of the breast devices that Carol had come up with I was pretty impressed. There were individual "boobs" that you could glue to your chest and there was sort of a tube top thing that you pulled on over your head. If I had been as juggy as Darcy I don't think anything would have held those babies up but matching my female breast size didn't require anything quite as substantial. I bought them both and figured I'd play around with them to see which worked best for which outfit.

I started with a pretty casual outfit of just jeans and a top and put the breast forms into my bra. With my hair and makeup done I honestly thought I looked pretty much like a girl but figured I better try it out.

I got some looks at the supermarket but I sort of suspected that they were just checking me out as a hot female, not trying to figure out if I was a man in drag. This would have terrified me once not too long ago but I was sort of beginning to not give a fuck about whether people thought I was a queer or not. My main concern was what Mark would think if he saw me like this. Would he still want me or would the presence of my penis ultimately ruin the whole thing for him?

While I was working on my new look and working up the courage to present it to Mark there was a big new change in the works at the fantasy camp. Nothing was official yet but the rumor going around was that they were going to allow some of their "premium" talent to "graduate" from the camp and join their stable of paid talent. The hope was that having built a following those fans would be willing to pony up to see their favorites in more elaborate and professional productions. It would mean signing a contract and becoming a professional porn star, something I had never coveted before, but now desperately yearned for. I hoped the rumors were true and that I would be one of those chosen for the promotion.

The chance to give up my crummy day job and fuck for a living sounded too good to be true. Plus I'd no doubt be spending much more time in my female body. I didn't want to count my chickens before they were hatched but I was feeling in a pretty good mood when I decided to invite Mark over one evening.

When I met him at the door in my absolute best female impersonation his jaw literally dropped and I almost laughed at how comical this whole thing really was.

"It's not what you think...unfortunately," I warned him before letting him through the door. "It's just me made up to look like Julie."

"Wow, you sure could have fooled me," he said.

"Well I didn't want to fool you I wanted you to know what you were getting into before anything went too far.."

"Thanks. Now can I come in or are we just going to stand in the doorway all night?" he joked.

I invited him in and closed the door behind us. When I turned around he took me in his arms and kissed me passionately. I was stunned. I actually started to cry/ I was so afraid that he would laugh at me or hit me or storm off and never come back but instead he wanted to kiss me.

We went over to the couch and Mark sat down first and then I kind of climbed into his lap with my arms around his neck and my head buried on his shoulder. I was still crying a little and I didn't want him to think I was a total idiot.

"I'm so blown away by the fact that you'd go to this much trouble to please me," Mark said as he stroked my hair gently.

"I'd do anything to please you darling," I replied, trying not to sound too emotional.

"I'm not sure that I've done anything to deserve that yet but I certainly appreciate it."

"Oh, Mark, you deserve it if for no other reason than that you accept who I am so freely. You've known me for years as a guy and now you see how much I love being a girl. I've got a dick under this dress and yet you still wanted to kiss me. Most guys would be horrified to have some kind of female impersonator sitting on their lap."

"Hey, it's pretty obvious to me that you've always been a woman, at least in part, somewhere inside you. You just needed to find a way to discover that for yourself. Now that you have you seem quite comfortable with it so why shouldn't I?"

"God I adore you!" I said with glee as I kissed him hard on the lips. "Would it be okay if I sucked your cock?"

"If it makes you happy, by all means," Mark said with a chuckle.

I knew I was acting like a complete nut job but I didn't care. I got down on the floor and positioned myself between his legs. Together we both got his pants off and I was happy to see that he was already quite erect. Apparently he didn't need much coaxing to go along with this wacky plan.

I gently toyed with his balls a little bit while offering a few kisses here and there on the head of his penis. Mark looked so relaxed and happy as he sat back on the couch and waited for me to make my next move. I took my time and gave him a very wet, lingering blow job. I could feel his shaft pulsating away in the palm of my hand as I stroked him and made sure to give him plenty of good eye contact along the way.

Then I gradually ramped things up and knew that he wouldn't be able to last too much longer. That was fine, I had prolonged the experience for ages. It was time to give the man some relief. Suddenly on a whim I took my free hand and reached for his balls again, but instead of stopping there I kept going and gently inserted a single finger into his ass.

Hell, it was like pushing the "cum button" the way he suddenly erupted in my mouth. I don't know why I did it exactly but it seemed to do the trick. Mark let out a moan as loud as anything I had ever heard from a man while climaxing. I noted he tasted just a little bit more salty than before. Must have been something he ate I figured. Still it was his fluid so it was all ambrosia to me.

I'm sure his cum was still on my lips but he pulled me back up onto his lap and drove his tongue into my mouth for the longest and most sensuous kiss we had yet shared. Then we just kind of sat there, hugging, and nobody was in a hurry to do anything else.


CHAPTER 17:

I was cross-dressing a lot now and practicing my female voice, which was getting better all the time. I felt more comfortable in these clothes, although I did still always worry about one of my boobs falling off or something but there wasn't really much chance of that happening. I couldn't dress this way at work but whenever I was at home or going out shopping or something I usually did it in drag. I even slept in a nightgown now.

Mark and I were "officially" dating now and sometimes that meant staying in and sometimes it meant going out. I was extremely impressed by how willing he was to be seen with me in this getup.

Sex usually meant me giving him head or me taking it up the ass. I absolutely refused to let him come anywhere close to touching my prick. He really wanted to make sure that I was getting off but I honestly couldn't stand the thought of my dick getting into the equation. I didn't need to ejaculate to be happy. I was happy as could be just being in his arms.

Finally, to my delight, the rumors at the camp proved to be true and I was taken aside by one of the company men and invited to join the team. I didn't hesitate for a second. I loved this life and I was more than happy to make it my full-time job.

I couldn't believe my good fortune. All of this simply because I had a secret sexual fantasy that I wanted to try for real. Talk about a happy camper!

There would be some paperwork to sign, including a contract, which just seemed like the most glamorous "showbizzy" thing you could do, and then I would be a professional actress. Okay, a professional adult entertainer, but I was going to be doing a lot more acting than I had done before, and that seemed pretty glamorous, too.

Mark and I celebrated the news and he seemed just as happy as I was. Our weird little relationship was so unconventional but now it would be getting even stranger. My videos started out as a fantasy camp adventure but now I was going to be doing porn all the time.

"Does it bother you that I do what I do?" I asked as we lay in bed caressing.

"Of course not. If it did do you think we'd be doing this now?" he replied.

"I mean, I'm probably going to be fucking a lot of different men on a pretty regular basis. I don't want you to be jealous."

"If I'm jealous of anything it's that they're getting to spend so much time with you, and if I'm being completely honest, I'm probably jealous of the fact that they get to see you with your pussy. I'm not a theatrical guy, I don't know this world, but I like porn and I like to see you in it. And I like the fact that you get to cum that way."

"What planet did you come from anyway?" I said teasingly. "I figured you'd be furious or paranoid or something but you just take everything in stride. From the moment I told you about my secret life you just rolled with it."

"The key is in your eyes, babe. As long as I see that look I know I've got nothing to worry about. There's always been magic between us. Now it just has the chance to take a different form. We've always been on the same wavelength. I don't see anything disrupting that in the near future."

My first professional assignment sounded quite exciting at first, as it was going to be a parody of Game of Thrones, but I was disappointed to find out that I wouldn't be playing any of the cool, badass, female characters. In fact, I wouldn't have any dialogue at all. I was just playing a prostitute in a brothel scene. I would be up on a table making out with another chick for the customers pleasure. I guess everyone has to start somewhere and at least I was getting paid this time instead of paying to be there.

The production was definitely more elaborate than anything I had worked on before and it was a trip to see all the equipment and the larger crew. I'm sure it was nothing like a Hollywood blockbuster but to me it was a dreamland.

My disappointment at not getting to ride a dragon or something was definitely mollified when I discovered that Darcy would be the chick I would be making out with on that table.

"Hey, buddy! You still seeing that cute guy?" Darcy asked as we were getting into our whore costumes.

"Oh, yeah. He's a keeper," I replied.

"You know, I wish I hadn't been so drunk that first night in Vegas. I really wanted to do you pretty bad."

"Well, now we can make up for lost time...and get paid for doing it!"

We did bring a lot of enthusiasm to our little background role. Not trying to steal the scene or anything, but once Darcy's tits were bouncing in my face I kind of went for it. I guess the director liked it because he actually featured a bit more of us than he had planned to because, well, it's porn and two hot chicks going at it is probably a bit more interesting than the plot.

Apparently not all of the girls who went through the fantasy camp were closeted homosexuals like me. As it turned out Darcy preferred women no matter what body she was in and I was kind of astonished when she found me in the bathroom during a break and locked the door behind her.

Without a word she propped me up on the sink and started lapping at my gash, which wasn't hard to get to in my costume. I started to reach for her hair but realized that she was wearing a wig so I just held onto the sink as tightly as I could and tried to keep my moans from getting too loud.

I have no idea if this kind of thing happens on porn shoots all the time but we were both newbies and had no idea what we were doing here in the first place. On the other hand, Darcy sure knew what she was doing when it came to pussy licking. It was funny to feel kind of wicked about this, since we had just been making out on camera, but this was different. Darcy obviously found me attractive as a person and we were having sex as "civilians" off the clock.

It did feel good to have an orgasm after so much pent up sexual frustration but I also wondered whether this counted as "cheating" on Mark. The lesbian scene out there was my job. The one in this bathroom was personal. I figured that I would have to think this out sometime but for now we had to straighten up and get back to work.

Fortunately it didn't appear that Darcy was trying to muscle in on my romance or anything, I think she just wanted to lick my pussy. A number of the campers I had met were definitely gay, openly or otherwise, and had cross-dressed long before I did. In hindsight that seemed to make the most sense to me but I could also understand someone who just wanted to be female, regardless of their sexual preference. Being a woman just felt right to me, and I'm sure it did to a lot of the other campers as well. It was always a drag to turn back into my male self, and more of a hassle now that I had to do it far more frequently. That's when the light bulb went off over my head.


CHAPTER 18:

I scheduled an appointment with one of the big shots in the company, Martin Crawford, the same guy who had signed me to a contract. I took a seat in his office and came straight to the point.

"Mr. Crawford it seems to me that it's kind of a waste of resources to change me from a man to a woman and back to a man again all of the time. When I started at the camp I was just a novelty act, and there was no way to know whether I would even come back again, but obviously I've demonstrated my passion and commitment to this career and you've seen fit to promote me. Since that pill I take seems to keep me female indefinitely wouldn't it make more sense to just give it to me once and let me stay female?"

"You're saying that you would be comfortable with the idea of living your regular life as a woman?" Crawford said with a touch of surprise in his voice.

"Absolutely. Why not? Oh there might be some situations where I would need to change back, temporarily, but I'd certainly be willing to give it a try to see how it goes. I don't know what those pills cost you, but you'd certainly save a little money, and I'd save a little time by being able to come to work and get ready for the shoot right away. I can't speak for all of the girls who graduate from the camp but I'm guessing a number of them would probably feel the same way."

"I can't see any downside to what you're proposing. It's just that living your entire life in a different body might pose some problems for you," he pointed out.

"Yes, it might, and maybe in the end it will turn out to be a dumb idea, but I think it's worth a shot," I said.

"I think you're absolutely right, and I'm glad you brought this idea to my attention. This whole fantasy camp thing has been a work in progress from the beginning, but you and some of the other girls have really shown its potential. If you want to be Julie Diamond full-time who am I to say no?"

So that was that. The next time I went to work I would make the transformation but go home a woman. I honestly had no idea how much trouble that could get me in or how much of a hassle that might turn out to be but I was willing to face those obstacles. The main thing was that I could give myself to Mark completely. No more fake boobs or penis tucking. No more Fred Hollister, but that was okay. May family might have a hard time wrapping their heads around that but I didn't have to tell them right away. If I chickened out I could always take the pill again before going home for Thanksgiving dinner or something, but hopefully I'd find the strength to face even that in my new form.

I wanted to tell Mark right away, and even thought about meeting him at the door buck naked, but I controlled my enthusiasm and invited him over for dinner very casually. I wore a nice dress and served him a meal that I had spent hours preparing, and was pleasantly surprised that it turned out pretty good. I wasn't half bad in the kitchen, but I was usually pretty lazy about cooking, and chose the easiest and quickest option. Tonight I felt like demonstrating my domestic capabilities, just in case Mark needed any additional reasons to be madly in love with me.

After dinner we sipped wine on the couch and watched an old movie on TV. I was dying to let him in on my new secret but I wanted to build the suspense as long as possible. Finally we retired to the bedroom and I turned my back to him.

"Would you mind unzipping me darling?" I asked as if we had done this a million times.

"Not at all," he replied as he slid the zipper down my back and I let my dress fall to the floor.

I never let him see me in my panties because it was impossible to hide my dick completely so this was a bit of a surprise for him. With my back still turned I reached behind me and unfastened my bra, another gesture that I'd never shown him while cross-dressing. When my bra fell away I turned around at last and saw that same open-mouthed stare of wonder that I saw the first time I met him at my door dressed as a woman.

"Those can't be fake," he stammered.

"Feel them," I suggested.

He pawed away at my boobs and suddenly realized what was happening. His hand was down my panties in a flash and a huge grin came across his face as his fingers found my pussy.

"You sneaky bitch! Why did you make me wait so long to find out?"

"Just wanted to tease you a little."

"How long do you get to stay like this?"

"As long as I want."

"What?"

As I helped him out of his clothes I explained my whole brilliant idea and my meeting with my boss. I was still chattering away as we climbed in bed and got under the covers but as soon as my legs were spread apart and Mark was inside me I seemed to lose my train of thought.

It was a very different feel for me this time, at least psychologically. I didn't feel the pressure of the clock ticking away on my womanhood. I was now as fully female as I could probably get and I loved that thought. It hadn't been my goal at all at the start, yet slowly but surely I had found this path and I knew it was the right one to be on.

Mark had gone way above and beyond the call of duty in sticking by me, as far as I was concerned, and no stallions or jack hammers or large breasted lesbians were going to shake my devotion to this man. He loved me in whatever body I was in, but I knew that this was the body he really desired. And I desired it, too. My fake tits may have looked convincing, but they were just a prop with no feeling in them. My ass served as a reasonable substitute for a vagina, but it wasn't the same thing. We both knew that I was just kind of "simulating" Julie Diamond but now all of that was behind us.

"God I love having you inside my pussy. I love being able to say my pussy. And I love you so much it hurts sometimes," I moaned.

"I don't ever want to hurt you my darling," Mark replied.

"Hurts in a good way. Sort of like when you take a ten inch cock up your ass," I teased.

Mark literally stopped fucking me and stared at my face to see if I was kidding. I tried to look as casual as possible but I couldn't hold out and burst out laughing. Then we both started laughing so hard that we both ended up crying. Mark lost his erection but I got him hard again in no time and we eventually completed the act triumphantly. I figured there would probably be more laughter and tears in the days, if not years, to come, and that was fine with me. That was life and I couldn't think of anyone that I would rather share my life with than Mark, no matter what twists and turns were in store.


CHAPTER 19:

I don't know whether it was my hot lesbian scene or the fact that I was saving the company money but I was pleasantly surprised when they slapped a black wig on me at work and had me play a character sort of like one of the Sand Snakes. I even got to do a fight scene, which was so much fun I had trouble not smiling during it when I was supposed to be looking tough, but my professionalism won out in the end and I think I kicked some serious butt.

After defeating our foes in combat we got to tie them up and have our way with them, which was kind of a trip. I'd never played any sort of "dominatrix" role but here I was snapping my whip and slamming my butt up against a dude who was chained to the wall. That's showbiz I guess, and I totally dug it.

I rose just as fast through these ranks as I had done as an amateur camper. Maybe all of those people who said I was a "natural" were right all along. I was hard working, would do anything they wanted with anyone, and as it turned out I could act the panties off most of these bitches. It wasn't long before I was playing leading roles and it was a kick to see my name at the front of the titles. I was actually on the way to being a star.

Now let me say this about the term "porn star" which is bandied about so freely in everyday life. Anybody who takes their clothes off and fucks for the camera tends to be called a porn star, and I understand the convenience of the title, but it's kind of a misnomer. Yes, technically, if you're the only woman in gonzo video you can say that you were the "star" of that but I was actually beginning to star in something that resembled a "real" movie, and within the industry there was definitely a difference.

It's a strange life, and it's certainly not for everybody, but for me it was everything I could have hoped for and more. Mark was a total doll, as always, and couldn't have been more supportive. When I treated him to a three-way for his birthday, with Darcy joining us, I know he enjoyed it but he also seemed a little embarrassed, which I thought was just adorable. Mark really wasn't into the wild scene or swapping or anything like that, which was fine with me. I could be quite the homebody with him and be completely content. I could easily keep my sexual high jinks confined to my work and just be a loving and devoted partner.

When I got around to telling my family that I had become a woman and was planning to move in with my old childhood pal I just kind of hung it out there and let them process it. I didn't mention the whole porn thing. There's only so much you can lay on your parents in one dose. Whatever their deepest feelings were they didn't reveal but at least they didn't freak out or disown me or anything. Mark and I even went for a visit during the holidays and everyone seemed to be happy seeing me so happy and everyone was so surprised that Mark and I had reconnected after so many years...and become lovers.

When they talk about star power in show business they usually mean box office appeal. I seemed to have that, not that porn was ever shown anywhere that had a box office these days, but the phrase meant even more to me. By becoming a porn star, and I use that phrase lightly here, everything else in my life fell into place wonderfully. I found my true self and my true love. Everything sort of seemed like fate. The random chance of bumping into Mark in that coffee shop at just the right moment in my life. The way Mark accepted my strange situation and loved me despite of my limitations. It was like kismet, like our love was written in the stars, and that's the greatest star power there is.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I didn't work in the adult video industry all that long but it definitely left a lasting impression on me, and one that was quite favorable. Perhaps if I had hung around longer I would have become more jaded or seen more of the dark side of the business but for me it was a blast and the people I met and worked with were all pretty wonderful and really down to earth.

On a legit film nude scenes are always handled with kid gloves. The set is closed and the crew stripped down to a minimum and someone is always standing by with a bathrobe to cover up the talent as quickly as possible. Actors wear body stockings and pussy pads and in all honesty it's usually a pretty uncomfortable place to be. Porn on the other hand generally has a great feeling of freedom and openness. Nudity goes with the territory and everyone's cool with that. It always seems kind of odd to me that an actor in a mainstream movie or TV show is willing to have millions of people see their naked butt or their bare boobs but they suddenly get very modest around the crew of people they know and work with all the time and have to cover themselves up with a robe as quickly as possible.

You know, porn star fantasy camps actually exist! Not quite the way they're portrayed here, but the idea was so appealing to me as a jumping off point that I couldn't resist adding my little TG twist to the whole thing. I wonder how many people would actually sign up for a gender-bending fantasy camp like that. Probably way more than you would think!
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